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month in and month out for reading mat- |
ter of the "aristocratic™ sort. Magazines
would aiways start off with what looked
like enthusiasm on the part of subscribers.
You know how it is yourself if you have
ever tried to get up anything. Plenty of
people will promise to help you, but when
it comes to actually lending a hand or
putting one In their pockets it's anothegr
story. They usually melt away or turn a
deaf ear to your appeals, and you must
either manage the whole thing yourself
or give it up. Some of the men who
started magazines proved able to keep
them going single handed for quite a
while, but they all had to give up at last.

Yet, although we do not even remember
their names now they were doing a gal-
lant service. They were paying out their
money, their time, their energy, thelr en-
thusiasm—all of which they might have
put into something else more profitable to
themselves—in order that you and I might
have to-day what we call a national litera-
ture. For you must remember that their
fervent enthusiasm for literature was not
at all representative, If it had been their
magazines would not have died of starva-
tion. Even the appeal they made to patriot-
ism was unavalling. “Disprove” they
cried, "the British jeer that the Colonles
when separated from England would be-
come mere ijiliterate orang-utans! Show
them that you have a taste for literature!"

But the majority of the people in Amer-
fca were little interested in reading. Most
of those that were were satisfled with the
newspaper. The average househald did not
own or care to own what we call & book.
In spite of this, however, a competent ob-
server wrote in the last vear of the cen-
tury: “I am satisfied that the ratio of in-
tellect is as 20 to 1 and of knowledge as
100 to 1 in these States, compared with
what they were before the American Revo-
lation.” Something had produced this great
change. There {s no fact of the time which
is as likely to account for it as these
plucky attempts at magazines. Short lved
as they were and dead loss as they seemed
to their overenthusiastic founders, they
were laying the firm foundation for the
literature that was to come. These name-
less men, then, were doing the Important
literary work of the time.

Furthermore, it was a work unparalleled
in the history of the literature of any other
country. Such a thing as a magazine pub-
lished outside of the leading literary cen-
ters of Europe was unheard of then, and
it is almost as unheard of to-day. But
everywhere in America, especially after the
change in postal rates, therc were these
attempts to establish magazines, not only
in the half dosen minor cities, but in vil-
lages of scarcely more than a half dozen
houses. It would have chagrined very
much the writers of those mammoth eplcs
to know that the distinctive national volce
they were trying In vain to produce was
at that moment being heard in half a
hundred glaces in America, and that no-
body recognized it as such. Even to-day,
people do not seem to consider how re-
markable it was, These nameless pioneers
of letters setting up their printing preeses
in the wildernesa, sometimes before the
little clearings they had fenced in were
connected with the main roads of travel
to and from the eities, deserve our
admiration and gratitude as much a= do
those ploneers who swung the first axes
Some of those |ittle clusters of houses
were trying to support a magazine before
they had a post office. What do you think
of that for indomitable ambition!

Yes, one after the other, they all failed
But there were so many that it actually
amounted to a continuous performance,
It was llke a torch race A runner runs
with a lighted torch in hand, and before
his pace begins to flag he gives it to an-
other, and he to another, and so on until
the race s finished. There are many run-
ners, but there {s only one torch, and how-
ever spent and breathless the runners may
become the toreh keeps on burning steadily
until the race is won. But with this real

torch race there were no'relays deliberately |
statloned to relieve one another, and there |

was a4 new torch every time. The old run- I
ner could go no further and the oil in his
torch was spent. Buot just as he droppe di
exhausted another runner started up with |

new untaxed vieor and a new torch with a |

fresh supply of oil. But always the fire
was the same and the light was kept burn- 1
ing. No single runner lasted to see it |
but this light traveled on until it girdled |
the whole of America. |

From Vermont to South Carolina it
traveled, down the mountains, over the‘
glains, and up the mountains again. If
you should look on a very big map you |
might spy Fairhaven, Vermont How |
much Unier do you suppose It was just |
after the Revolution? Yet it lit and)
flourlshed a torch. Near by, as you go
comfortably now on a train, but then an
untrodden wilderness away, was Middie-
burg. This is a college town now, but then |
there were only “a number of gentlemen";
they didn't tell us thelr names but they
lit a torch. Over the trail to the east
was another village perched in the moun-
tains, Walpole, New Hampshire. Here too
a torch was lit; and the magazine grew
80 popular for a time that the town had to
supply a special mail bag to start it on its
lengthy lonesome journey as far as Novia
Scotia one way and Georgia the other.
(The postmaster was very proud of it bml
he couldn't help grumbling a bit at the
extra work!) Down in level New Jersey,
in hamlets so small they have gince dis- |
appeared, up started two more torches|
when those in Massachusetts and Connecti- |
cut had dropped in their spent runners'
hands. When these new lights werel
flickering out Lancaster, Pennsylvanin
snatched the fire. Just over the Suua
frontier but connected then only
dirt road zigzagging through stretches nfl
uninhabited country was Frederick Town,
Maryland. Here too was a torch. And so
on ran the line of lights, a long chaln
flashing through the wilderness

It was wonderful enough to attempt
magazines year after year undaunted by |
failure in the three big cities, More won- |
derful still was it for New Haven, Hartford,
Worecester, Rlechmond, Charleston. and
Baltimore {where who should be the run-
ner but a lady, as full of pluck as laughter, ‘
and she outdistanced many of the men!).
All these were cities of much smaller
—even to-day it would be thought a
rash undertaking for them to try to put
out a magazine; yet to get the few hun-
dred subscribers who would have supported
them was an unmeasurably greater task
than to get the same number of th d.
now. But sometimes it seems to us that
these doxens of visionary villages, flourish- |
ing aloft if only for a moment their lighted |
torches, did the most extraordinary and |
praiseworthy thing in the whole story
of American literature,

The period just after the Revolution is
falsely called the barren period In our |
literary history. It showed abundantly
the steady growth, generally unnutic«t
then and not enough remembered now.
which wus by and by to blossom lnm,l
famous namea. '
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Announcing

MY LIFE AND SOME LETTERS
By Mrs. Patrick Campbell

Internationally famous as “The Second Mrs. Tan-
queray,” idol of the English stage, friend of scores of
eminent authors, playwrights, actors, publicists, Mrs.
Campbell’s career is a continuous succession of un-
incidents. She writes charmingly, frankly and

- revealingly. Hlustrated, $5.00

AN INDISCREET CHRONICLE
FROM THE PACIFIC By Putnam Weale

The author has lived in China since childhood, and
for more than twenty years has held official positions

of luﬂom rtance in the Chinese Government. In

this k he discloses many facts that have until

this time been kept sub rosa. $3.00
Good Novels “A book of pure romance, of By
s e g t's adventures, of 4, chibald
PIPPIN luve and the out of doors. Marshall

And it is so happily written
that the reader gets to his
own uses all manner of

pertaining to and
upon these things.”"—New
York World. , $2.00

THE KINGMAKERS By Burton E. Stevenson
A romance of international intrigue that “will pro-
videseveralhommmt arthemderwhom
looking for something tfully written, mmethmﬁ
(;ght and surprising, something to take his min

the income tax and the tariff and the latest mur-
der case and the fall elections.”—N. Y. Herald. $1.90

THE KEY OF DREAMS By L. Adams Beck
In the mysterious, half sensuous, half spiritual
Orient there unfolds the beautiful romance of an
artist-traveller and the woman who is the key of his

dreams. $£2.00
At all booksellers.
DODD, MEAD & COMPANY  I:M“N:  NEW YORK
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THE DRIVER

By GARET GARRETT

tells a story so tense and thrilling that you feel as if you had

been taken into the inmost confidence of the one man in the

country who could have been the hero of this remarkable

novel—a great American novel visioning the imagination of

some of the large-minded builders of our national commerce.
At all bookstores. §2.00, postage extra.

E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Ave., NEW YORK

Sinclair Lewis’

Dorothy Canfield’s

Carl Sandburg’s

]
Jacob Wassermann’s
Author of “THE WORLD’S ILLUSION”

In the solid texture of this immense novel there are scores of human lives and dramatic situations
—the material of a dozen ordinary novels.
the creative power of man.

H. G. WELLS: “l wish | could have written ‘BABBITT." "
WILLIAM ALLEN WHITE: “Sinclair Lewis is one of the major prophets of our times™
HUGH WALPOLE: “lt is fine, true, complete and understanding™  3d large printing, $2.00

Author of “ THE BRIMMING CUP™

“A story of youth and young love in America, France and Italy.
field at her best, a rich and significant novel, longsr than
one of penetrating beauty.” —Phila. Ledger.

Tales of the Roatabaga country for boys and girls and for young peaple of all agss
staries drawn from the rich soil of American life.

THE GOOSE MAN

The story of a musical genius in whom is symbolized
477 pages, $2.50

Bz‘the author of
AIN STREET”

BABBITT

ROUGH-HEWN

Rough-Hewn is Dorpthy Can-
‘The Brimming Cup.' The story is
$2.00

ROOTABAGA STORIES

Fantasti
Mustrated by the Petershams, $2.00

HARCOURT, BRACE & COMPANY,

1 WEST 47th Street, New York




